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“THE ROSE IS FAIREST WHEN ’TIS BUDDING NEW.’’ Scott. 
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Sullivan’s Island, No. 4. 


It was a languid afternoon 


in June,on which the Marions | 


and Captain Cowpens visited 
the Island. Edward’s ther- 
mometer, a prize from his 
teacher, stood at 87 in the en- 
try, although the piazza was 
shaded by a spreading fig-tree. 


All who had energy to move | 
in the city were enjoying their | 
Nurses | 
| to feel the Atlantic breeze un- | 


summer recreations. 
were loitering, and children 
playing in the city square, or 


on the battery; elderly ladies , 


taking a quiet ride ‘‘beyond 
the lines,’’ younger ones par- 
taking ice creams, sitting téte 
& téte in the arbours, or sip- 
ping the grateful refreshments 
with unbonnetted heads in 
their carriages; schoolboys 
were rushing from five o’clock 
labours to their ponies, and 
our fair Di Vernons arranging 
their round straw hats or way- 


. ing plumes for their equestrian 
exercises. | 
The Steam-Boat afforded 
| its customary motley groups. 
Reclining invalids, with their 
. eyes shooting a sudden bril- 
liancy,as the sea breeze swept 
over their languid brows; the 
sickly infant seizing the first 
relished morsel; the happy and 
| healthy, who come tw add aa- 
| other tinge to a bright cheek, 
| or preserve one already glow- 
| ing; the mechanic, generous- 
| 


ly recreating his industrious 
family; the professiona! man, 
the 


escaping from 


disease, or the secluded study, 


tainted with human breathing, 
and gaze on the clear sky and 
unfettered sea: all were there. 


innocent catalogue, thuse, 
whose motives are gros; and 
impure; the sensualist and the 
gambler, who dare to sojourn 


stagnant souls are untouched 
with sensibility by the wave 
or the breeze. 





where God’s mercies rush by | 
in purifying love, and whose | 





| 
i 
| 


stifling | several years they have been 
court room, the chamber of | becoming more and more in- 


It is not for us to enter on this | 


Captain Cowpens glanced 
from Fort Johnson to Had- 
drell’s Point,then to Sullivan’s 
Island, and there his eyes rest- 
ed with an American gaze of 
delight, on the beautiful flag 
waving from the citadel 

When he landed at the Cove, 
he said nothing, but with an 
energetic stamp, thrust his 
cane into the sand, as if to 
assure himself that he stood 
again on that sacred spot. 

The girls were disappoint- 
ed in gathering shells as they 
strolled on the beach. For 


frequent, though occasionally, 
an eye sharpened by concho- 
logical skill, may detect a va- 
luable one in the hollows on 


, the beach, at the back or east~- 


ern part of the tsland. 
Charlotie picked up a Buc- 


_cinum, with the living animal, 





but when she recollected its 
slight value, and the torture it 
would endure, she iaid it down 
on the beach again, and with 
a generous pleasure watched 
its uncouth motions on the 
smooth sand, until a friendly 
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THE ROSE BUD. 








wave with dancing steps came 
and bore it into the sea. 

Captain Cowpens was over- 
come by the emotions that 
crowded on his mind. He was 
trying to realize that the spot 
he now saw was the ‘‘wilder- 
ness he remembered covered 
with live oak, myrtle and pal- 
metto trees.” 

Mr. Marion took him gently 
by the arm, led him within the 


fort, and introduced him to the | 


commanding officer. There 
in the commodious and not in- 
elegant dwelling, the old gen- 
tleman sat down, and as he 
wiped his forehead, Sophia 
perceived that he passed his 
handkerchief across his eyes 
to conceal a gathering tear. 

The children were gratified 
with the military display at 
the fort, and after satiating 
their curiosity, returned again 
to the beach. Mrs. Marion 
once shook her head at John, 
as he stood behind a centinel, 
imitating his stiff attitude, and 
shouldering her parasol like a 

un. 

The boys and girls shouted 
in the fullness of freedom as 
they regained the beach.— 
Black Billy put his feet care- 
fully into the water, at the 
suggestion of the children, 
then a little further, and a lit- 
tle further, until finding it 
quite safe, and feeling the 
ground firm beneath his feet, 
he rolled up his pantaloons 
and dashed in, singing and 
dancing like a Merry Andrew. 

How happy were they all! 
True, we have no hills rising 
up to meet the blue sky, no 
sloping fields winding grace- 
fully to the shore, no rocks 
stationed like guardians round 
our coast, but, oh, how much 








we have that is beautiful and 
glorious! 

Generous and warm hearted 
youths, as you tread our level 
sands, do you experience a 
blank for memory, or a pause 
for hope? Gentle and light- 
hearted girls, are there not 
pleasures enough in our stir- 
ring air and rushing wave ?— 
Go, then, in your innocent 
joy-—gather rough shells and 
throw them in the dark waters, 
greet your conscious dog as 
he comes dripping with his 
prize from the surge, write 





sweet names onthe sand, run | 


and shout in careless laughter 


against the bieeze, or muse» 
the ocean through the leng, 


on those thoughts, which come 
even to childhood from the 
bounding sea. 
ees 
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FOR MY 
Voungest Readers. 


From Little Bongs for Little Boys and Girlse 
Oh, Look at the Moon. 








Oh, look at the moon! 
She is shining up there, 

Oh, mother, she looks 
Like a lamp in the air, 


Last week she was smaller, 
And shaped like a bow, 
But now she’s grown bigger, 

And round as an O. 


Pretty moon, pretty moon, 
How you shine on the door, 
And make it all bright 
On my nursery floor. 


You shine on my playthings, 
And show me their place, 
And I love to look up 
At your pretty bright face. 


And there is a star 
Close by you, and may be 
That small twinkling star 
Is your little baby. 
E. L. F. 


! she 





FOR THE ROSE BUD. 
The Henry Ewbank. 
Mrs. Editor, 

There is something almost 
sublime in the fortunes of this 
ship, even apart from the inte- 
rest in her, which we cannot 
help feeling as Charlestonians. 
Built and launched in our har- 
bour during the last year, she 
was abandoned by her captain 
and crew in the iniddle of the 
ocean, under the sudden sus- 
picion of her leaky and dan- 
gerous condition But though 
alone, she rede out the gales, 
without the aid of human 
hands. Imagination follows 
her, as she was beating about 


dark, tempestuous nights, or 
perhaps with the bright moon 
and stars shining down silent- 
ly upon her, or in the fair face 
of unclouded day. At length 
was discovered by a 
triendly sister bark, and three 
or four skilful mariners put 
on board of her. With much 
difficulty, they succeeded in 
navigating her into Boston 
harbour, having themselves 
been indebted to the captain 
of another vessel which they 
met for very seasonable sup- 
plies, when they were begin- 
ning to suffer. When almost 
within the harbour of Boston, 
they were again driven out to 
sea by a violent gale. But 
the latest intelligence states, 
that she is now safely moored 
at the wharf, with a large part 
of her cargo uninjured. 

I cannot help comparing 
this noble vessel, Mrs. Editor, 
with certain characters whom 
the world sometimes sees, la- 
bouring under unjust ee 
cions, and abandoned even by 
their nearest friends. Yet 
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firm in a sense of conscious 
rectitude, they continue to 
plough the onward track of 
life, encountering its storms 
and waves alone, tjll their me- 
rit is discerned and apprecia- 
ted, and they are again wel- 
comed to the shore by admir- 
ing multitudes. Yours, 

A CHARLESTONIAN. 





FOR THE ROSE BUD. 


Mrs. Editor, 

In No. 39 of the Rose Bud, 
I find that you wish to be in- 
formed ‘‘if the squirrel when 
obliged to cross a stream of 
water, uses the bark of a tree, 
or some light substance for a 
boat, while its tail supplies 
the place of a rudder.” I 
have an indistinct idea of hav- 
ing read of this remarkable 
fact during my childhood, but 
never until your interrogatory 
met my eye, was I led to ir- 
vestigate its truth. The evi- 
dence te be presented, altho’ 
negative, will tend strongly to 
prove that the squirrel is not 
actuated by this instinct. 

From the name ‘sailing 
squirrel,” applied by Nichol- 
son in the 6th vol. of his En- 
cyclopedia to one species, no 
such conclusion can be drawn, 
as it is confessedly a large 
species of flying squirrel In 
the Encyclopedia Americana, 
vol. 11th, it is stated that 
“sometimes they (squirrels) 
make partial migrations, du- 
ring which vast numbers are 
drowned in crossing rivers.” 
I have myself seen them swim- 
ming, and have inquired of 
several intelligent friends,who 
assure me, that although they 
have repeatedly seen them 
swimming, they have never 
known them to launch upona 





~ 





piece of bark, or other light 
substance Indeed it is high- 
ly improbable that they would 
venture to cross a rapid stream 
with no sail or rudder but the 
downy and unresisting sub 


stance which forms their tails 
A NATURALIST. 





ERRATUM, 
In No. 42, for Aeronautics means 
the art of sailing in the air, read 
teaches the art, &c. 





HE ONLY PURE EDITION. 
EX Mother Goose’s Melodies, con- 
taining all that have ever come to 
light of her memorable writings, to- 
gether with those which have been 
discovered among the MSS. of Her- 
culaneum; likewise, every one re- 
cently found in the same stone box 
which holds the golden plates of the 
Rook of Vormon. ‘The whole com- 
pared, revised and sanctioned by one 
of the Annotators of the Goose Fa- 
mily, with many new Engravings, 
besides being entered in the Massa- 
chusetts District’s Clerk's Office and 
Copyright secured, 1853. Just re- 
ceived and for sale by 
E. ‘THAYER, 79 Broad-st. 
NOTES TO MR. THAYER’S AD- 
VERTISEMENT. 
Herculaneum.—School boys and 
girls must explain this joke to their 
little brothers and sisters. Hercula- 
neum is a city near Naples, which 
was buried under a shower of lava 
from Mount Vesuvius. In digging a 
weil long ago, some beautiful statues 
were found, and since that time many 
coins, paintings and manuscripts have 
been discovered. 
The Book of Mormon.—A reli- 
= sect in the Western part of the 
Inited States has lately arisen, who 
profess to have discovered a book by 
this name, full of singular revelations. 
Copyright.—By an act of Con- 
gress, the authors of books, maps, &c. 
heing citizens of the United States, 
or residents therein, are entitled to 
the right of publishing for fourteen 
years, and if the author be living at 
the end of that period, for an addi- 
tional term of fourteen years. If any 
rson publishes the book of another, 
it is considered a theft. 





Items for Youth, 

An elderly lady, after much impor- 
tunity, thus consented to her little 
son’s going afishing. ‘‘Well, then, 
Johnny, you may goa fishing, but 
don’t go near the water; and if you 
come home drowned, I will give you 
the worst whipping yoa ever had in 
all the days of your life.’’ 


Rabbits.—“‘Rabbits are not na- 
tives of America, they were brought 
from Europe.’’ 

“The animal of the woods, vul- 
garly called Rabbit, is the American 
Hare.—.Vat. His. 








Answers to Conundrums, 


What is that which dies in sum- 
mer, lives in winter, and grows with 
its root upwards? 

An icicle. 

Why is a dog, biting his tail, like 
a good economist? 

He makes both ends meet. 
Juv. Mis. 








TO CORRESPONDENTS. 
Remittances from Boston, $23. 
From Edisto, - - §$ 3. 


JULIA and M. A. S. are received. 


Office Board of Health, 

Return of Deaths in the City of 
Charleston, from the 9th to the 
16th June. 


Whites. || Bi’s & Col. 
































_DIED OF {Adis | Ch.|| Adts. | Chine 

Apoplexy, 0,07 1 6 
Bowel Comp.| 0/0'| 0 | 8 
Consumption, 0 | 1 1 6 
Dropsy, 0:0 1 6 
Do. of Chest} 1 | 0 0 0 
Debility, 0,0) 1 6 
Fever Bilions, 0 | 0 | 0 1 
Do. Worm,) @! 0 0 2 
Infla. Bowels,, 0 | 2|j 0 ) 
Liver Comp. | 0 | 0 | 0 1 
Mania, 1 4 0 6 
213i, 4]7 


Wuites 5. Bracks and Cot- 
orep 11.—Total 16. 

Five under 1 year; two between 1 
and 5; one between 5 and 10; twe 
between 10 and 20; two between 20 
and 30; two between 40 and 50, and 
two between 50 and 60 years of age. 


Pee 


Sea 


X. eemege de Digeatiiee 


ed 


aed 


| 
‘ 
i 


i 


eerste oe 


peat snare 


ee 


Seems me pe 
en : 


ake at, 


Saag a. + ied eee 
Be ag 





eee 
4 


—. 


eS 


St 


’ st = = 





ss 











172 THE ROSE BUD. 











REE 

















ORLGLN AL POBLEY. 


—— see 





—s 





FOR THE ROSE BUD. 


Vers en imitation de ceur, qui parurent dans le 
40° No. du Bouton de Rose, ayant pour titre, 
The Mummy’s Flower. 

La Fleur des Momies. 

Plante mystérieuse, éloquente, expressive, 

Qui vis parmi les morts; d’une lyre plaintive, 

Sensible 4 la douleur de Pétre malheureux, 

Entendais tu les tons harmonieux? 

‘Tu parles 4 ame attendrie; 

Non, parceque tu fus native de ces lieux, 

Ou de magiques sons éveillant le génie, 

It se tragait une route infinie, 

Et pergant la voute des cieux, 

S’elevait de sphére en sphére, 

Et des célestes corps pénétrait le mystére; 

Non, parceque tu vis, d’un art ingénieux, 

Les traits divers de figures tracées, 

Immortaliser nos pensées; 

Ou le Nil celébre, orgueilleux 

De son urne versant l’abondance et la joye, 

Ou Vart eégyptien, par un baume vainqueur 

Interdire 4 la mort de dévorer sa proye, 

Et de l’affreux néant adoucir la terreur. 

Nouvelle enfant de |’air,quand je te vois éclore, 

Un vif transport saisit mon ceur; 

Mais ton charme est sublime eccore, 

Quand ce mot du chretien, sacré consolateur, 

‘Conquéte sur la tombe,’est rendu par ta fleur. 
P: i. 


FOR THE ROSE BUD. 
Lines on a2 Garden Flow: r. 


Have you ne’er held a flower, whose perfume, o’er 
Your senses stealing, brought remembrance sad 
Of other years, like some forgotten dream, 
And carried you far back to childhood’s hour, 
And rais’d the lengthen’d train ef cherish’d friends, 
And early hopes, and pleasures, gone forever? 


Ibave! The memory was sweet; ’twas like 
A strain of distant music, whose soft notes 
Awoke deep chords of feeling in my breast, 
Thrilling each nerve, and lapping me in dreams 
Of sad, but not unpleasing melancholy, 
Soothing my weary hours, and cheating me 
Of half the dull realities of life, 

With fairy visions of the treasur’d past. 


Home and its joys—childhood and innocence— 
Youth and its hopes—all these can flow’rs recal. 
And music, and the silver moonbeam, and 
The tinkling waterfall—all are alike 
In sweetly touching heart and memory! 











Sweet jonquil! As I look on thee, and as 

Thy perfume passes its soft fragrance by, 

I think of home, and early friends, and scenes 
Of hope and peace, when bright as thee I roam’d 
My father’s bowers, and sported wm his hall. 

I, too, poor flower, have left my native home, 
To dwell for some brief space ’mid other scenes 
And like thee, jonquil, { shall ne'er return! 


But not like thee may I be cast aside, 
When time and grief have robb’d me of my bloom 
Oh, may some kind, familiar hand be near, 
To cherish still, and soothe me to the last: 
Some heart to love and bless me, ’till the sleep 
Of death shal! gently fall upon my lids, 
And angel spirits bear my soul to Heaven. 

1833. M. 





FOR THE ROSE BUD. 


Thoughts occasioned by revicwing the His- 
tory of Rome, 
From realms, where wild Ambition drives her car, 
And feasts on bloodshed, cruelty and war, 
Where peace resigns her joy-illumin’d reign, 
And desolation blasts the fertile plain,— 
I turn, my native country to survey, 
And patriotic ardour prompts the lay. 
*Tis here I view, in one rich store combin’d, 
All that can bless, or humanize mankind. 
Her fruitful meads and cultivated soil, 
Acquire luxuriance from the farmer’s toil; 
And in her waters see the vessels sail, 
And spread their snowy bosoms to the gale. 
In knowledge too, and scientific light, 
Columbia’s States shine forth supremely bright 
No despot here with adverse sceptre reigns, 
Nor war’s fell tempest desolates the plains; 
But peace and liberty united shed 
Their genial influence o’er the nation’s head. 
Thus blest with science, liberty and peace, 
May time still find Columbia’s joys increase; 
And when this fragile body shal! decay, 
And my hand moulders in the silent clay, 
May unborn ages join with loud acclaim, 
To echo through the world Columbia’s name. 
Charleston, S. C. A SCHOOL GIRL. 





SELECTED FOR THE ROSE BUD, 
ENIGMA. 

First take a word that does silence proclaim, 

That backwards and forwards does still spell the same ; 

Then add to the first a feminine zame, 

That backwards and forwards still spells the same— 

An instrument too, that lawyers oft frame, 

That backwards and forwards does still spell the same— 

A very rich fruit, whose botanical name, 

Both backwards and forwards does still spell the same— 

A musical note, which all will proclaim, 

Both backwards and forwards still spells the same. 

The initials of these, when joined, form a name, 

Which every young lady, when married, will clam, 

And backwards and forwards does still spell the same. 
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